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CADfrT STORIES.
How the Game Was Won.

BY WILLIAM WALLACE WHITKLiOCK,
Author of "When the Heart Is Young."

THE football game stood 5 to 0 In lavor
of the Anderson High School and the
first half was over. Moreover, Ten
Eyck, the cadets' crack halfback, had

been hurt five minutes after the start of
the game and was forced to retire in favorof a substitute. The Academy's prospectsbegan to look black. And this was
the star game of the year, on the winning
of which the corps' heart was set. The
High School and the Academy were old
rivals, between whom fortune had divided
her favors pretty equally. In consequence
each institution had made strenuous effortsto bring its team to the highest point
of efficiency possible. So confident were
the Anderson boys of victory that their
captain had openly boasted that he would
"wipe up the earth" with the cadets. And
in a sense he was making good his threat,
for was it not practically the same to be
beaten 5 to 0 as 50 to 0? Certainly the bitternessof defeat could not be added to.
This was true in regard to the feelings

of Henry Haswell, at least, as he trudged
monotonously up and down beneath the
trees in dress suit and with musket over
his shoulder. For the first time Henry was
on the fourth delinquency, and he was
therefore forced to walk guard during the
four hours of Saturday afternoon. And
for the first time he was to have played
halfback in the game that afternoon. It
seemed almost beyond the limit of sell'controlnot to throw down his musket and
rush into the struggle which was taking
place under his eyes.
"Step up there more lively, Mr. Haswell!"came the strident voice of

"Slouchy" George Morely, the Instructor
in chemistry and the man responsible for
Henry's present predicament. Some mem
ber of the third class had left the water
running in the chemical laboratory, to the
consequent damage of the room, and as

Henry had been the last in the place he
Was held responsible. Wherefore he was
now parading up and down on his endless
course, instead of helping to stem the tide
of defeat.
"Confound Haswell!" growled Garibaldi,

the Irish captain of the team, whose real
name was Murphy. "Why couldn't he
wait till we didn't need him to get into
trouble?"
At that moment sounded the referee's

whistle for the renewal of the game, and
shedding sweaters and military cioaKS, tne

two teams trotted out on to the field. The
halves were of only thirty minutes duration,so that but little time remained for
the cadets to overcome their opponents'
lead.
"Follow her up now lively, boys!" cried

"Garibaldi," and taking two or three steps
forward, he sent the ball spinning over the
heads of the opposing team to their 25-yard
line. A cheer went up from the breathlesslywatching corps, but before it had
ceased to echo the Anderson fullback had
caught the ball and was speeding back
toward the centre of the field. Nor was

he downed until he had carried it nearly
to the point from which "Garry's" toe had
raised it. Then began a stubborn fight for
its possession. By dint of herculean efforts
the High School boys managed to gain
the five yards necessary before their third
down, only, however, to lose the ball on a
fumble on the next scrimmage. "Garry"
then attempted to run around the left end,
but was downed in his tracks so hard by
the opposing captain that for several minuteshe saw nothing but stars. And then
ensued one of the most inexplicable
"slumps" in the cadets' playing, to which
even the most perfectly trained teams are
liable. The Anderson boys fairly rushed
the ball down the field. i
"Oh my! Oh my!" sighed Henry, un- *

consciously stopping to watch the struggle.
"What a lot of duffers!"
"Come, move along there, Mr. Haswell!"

and with a groan Henry took up the
weary march.
"Fifteen minutes still to- play!" an-

liounced the umpire And the ball was on <the cadets' 20-yard line.
"Come, brace up, boys, brace up!" cried ]"Garrv." in the hone of stiffening- thf> ,

sistance, and the High School attempt to',
break the line was a failure.
"Once more and we've got 'em!" I
Nevertheless the enemy succeeded in

gaining the coveted yards. Thirteen minutesto play, and the ball on the cadets'
fifteen-yard line!
"Move on, Mr. Haswell!"
At that moment the two teams clashed j

in a furious struggle, and when at last ;
they separated one of the cadets was seen
lying on the ground.
"Time!" cried the umpire, and "Garry"

picked up the wounded soldier in his c
brawny arms and carried him off the field. ,
"Garry! Garry!" said a timid voice at

his elbow, and a hand plucked his sleeve
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as he arose from depositing the injure
player on an outspread coat.
"Well, what is it?" impatiently inquire

Lhe Irishman as he turned to face Mc
ZJhesney, the boy whom Shorty Carso
md his friends had taught a much neede
lesson in values.
With difficulty McChesney stammered

scarcely audible sentence into "Garry's
ear.
"What's that?" cried the astounded ir

dividual. "You come over to 'Slouchj
George with me this instant!" and grat
Ding the frightened boy by the collar h
mstled him across the field on a dead ru

:o where the delinquents were marchin
ap and down.
"Professor," he'panted, when they stoo

Defore the chemistry instructor, "this ma
says Haswell didn't leave the wate
turned on; he was the one."
"Is that so, McChesney?" asked th

teacher, sharply.
"Yes, sir," replied McChesney. "I did H

Dut I couldn't bear to see the game losi
30 I owned up to it.'
"You are excused, Mr. Haswell. Jlepor

to your room under arrest, McChesney.
"Quick, hustle into your footba^

:lothes!" cried "Garry," giving Henry a:

unnecessary shpve toward quarters. "I'!
bold the game till j^ou get back if I hav
to catch the mumps to do it."
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d Five minutes later Henry trotted out on

to the field in place of the injured player,
d and the battle wah on again.

"Hoo-ray! Hoo-ray! L. C. M. A.! Hasnwell!" shouted the corps as the ball was
d snapped back and tossed into the eager

hands of the new halfback.
a Forward he shot as though projected out
" of a catapult, but like a pack of hounds

the opposing team was upon him, and he
i- was downed with a gain of .only one yard.
r' Another trial, and two more yards was
>- secured.
e "Ten minutes still to play!" announced
n the umpire. And the ball was still in the
g cadets' territory.

"Five, six, nine, three!" cried the quardterback, and the next moment the ball
n was tossed to "Garry" for a kick. But one
T of the enemy broke through and he was
downed before he could raise his foot.

e Eight yards had been lost! ,

The corps yelled encouragingly, but
every one felt that the game had been lost.

t» "We've done you this time, Lansing!"
cried the opposing captain in premature

't exultation
"Seven, ejght, five, two!" cried the qua.r11terback before the astonished visitors, who

n had already relaxed their efforts, realized
11 that the scrimmage had been formed, and
e a moment later Henry held the ball safely
tucked away under his left arm.
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"Five minutes to play!"
"There he goes! Knock him over, Has

well! Good boy! Great!" shrieked the on

lookers in an ecstasy of excitement as

Henry went speeding down the field, dash
ing aside greedy hands that sought to pul
him down. Pie had now reached th<
enemy's twenty-five yard line, and but on*
man remained to pass. But from behint
came the sound as of a galloping horse
and he nervously glanced over his shoul
der. Not a yard behind him came a pur
suing figure.the redoubtable Simmons
the fastest man on the other team. Coulc
he outrun him for the short distance stil
remaining? But there was another dangei
to be met.the figure crouching for hin
ten feet in front of the goal posts, readj
to pull him to earth. Gritting his teetl
and assuming a cannibalistic expressior
of countenance, Henry dashed straight a
the waiting tackle as though intending
to rush directly into his arms. But sud
donlv just as the collision seempil in.
evitable, he swerved sharply to the righ!
and the hand that sought to stay his prog
ress went harmlessly scratching and claw
,ing down his canvas sleeve. A seconc
later Henry was brought to earth with z
thud beneath the weight of the pursuing
Simmons; but too late.the goal line hac
been crossed and the touchdown secured!
"One minute more to play!"
"Quick to your places!" cried the lad.

as he rushed back to the field with the
ball and threw himself on the ground tc
hold it for a kick.
"A little more to the left.that's it!" said

"Garry," and the ball sprang from his toe
and went sailing through the air.
"Oh!" went up in chorus from a hundred

surcharged breasts.
"Time!" cried the referee.
The next moment pandemonium broke

loose. The game had been won by a single
point!

Three
Which

Slh

ig paper, a jewelled pencil or a game i

1903. CHILDR

Z'

m

me picture, iviarit tne answers, cut out
ill be given as prizes.

PRIZES FOR FUNNY STORIES
; AND PICTURES.

Vacation is almost over, and the boys
1 and girls will be coming back to their
3 homes with brown faces and hard muscles
^ and all kinds of stories about exciting adventuresand funny incidents. The Hkrald
would like to have you tell the most thrillingcr the most amusing thing that happenedduring your vacation. Don't write

j more than Ave hundred words, but make it
| so interesting that every one who reads it
J will wish there were more. For the best
story the Herald will pay $5 and for the

1 next best $3.
7 Some of you made pictures while you
1 were away. If you have anything unusujally striking or laughable or peculiar,' whether a photograph or drawing, send it
' to the Herald. A prize of $3 will be given
for the best picture and $2 for the second
best. Address Box 2,000, Station E, New

t York city.

i UNCONSCIOUS MOVEMENTS.
Lr Slit a match at the end which has no
'

phosphorus on it and cut another one on
the slant. Place one within the other so
as to form an acute angle, and bend them
both slightly. Put the joined matches
astride the blade of a knife held in your
hand, leaning your, hand heavily upon the
table. Be careful to allow the phosphorus
ends only lightly to touch the table, but
on no account move them away from the
surface. To your astonishment the
matches will begin to march along the
blade. This is due to the unconscious
movements of your hand, movements invisibleboth to yourself and to spectators.
Make the experiment more attractive by
painting a piece of paper to represent a
man and attaching it to the matches.

big dolls and three little girls you see.
i are alive and which only make believe tc

^ 2TT"*2

iVill be sent. Address Box 2.000. Statior

1 ^EN'S DEPARTMENT. ^

THE FISH THAT KNOCKED
ON THE WINDOW.

BY FR^'K B. MOORE.

|^r~*EENEY PEARL was the daughter of
I a fisherman. Her father lived in a boat
I house on the shores of the great MissouriRiver where it flowed swiftly by

the earth walled foundations of a populous
Western town.
Behind Teeney's small frame house rose

the high clay banks, with only here and
there a sloping path rising to the top. To
the front, and facing the great level
plains which stretched away into the
West, rolled the river. Piles held the boat
house several feet in the air above the
level of the waters.
Teeney's little playground beneath the

boat, and in its shadow on the beach
during the afternoon when the sun had
melted the snow and warmed the earth,
was stocked with the simple treasures that
the moving tide had cast upon the shore.
Teeney's father was industrious. Every

night he rowed far out into the river and
cast his weighted lines into the water.
Early in the morning Teeney stood on the
bank and watched him draw them in and
remove the cruel hooks from the fishes
before they were taken to the market in
the city. Idling along the shores and
standing by the side of the deep places the
little girl gradually came to know the
pjaygiuunu ox me iiniiy creatures mat
had their home in the waters.
Around a little bend not far from her

boathouse home Teeney one day discovereda great catfish in the bottom of a

deep pool. It was a cool, shady spot and
the big fish lay on the bottom when the
day was hot, and Teeney could see it move
its fins and roll its long tail about.
At first she was greatly pleased at her

discovery. She thought she would run and
tell her father about the fish. It was much
bigger and longer than any she had ever
seen him draw from the river. But the big
fish looked so peaceful and innocent that
she resolved to let it alone. This determinationbecame fixed when one day she saw
several little fish swim and circle around
the big fish.
Teeney concluded that they were its

children and that the pool was their home.
She said to herself:.
"I will let the poor fishes live in their

home down deep in the water."
Every day she carried bread to the pool

and dropped it into the water, and she
laughed with glee as she watched the big
fish bite it and all the little ones swim
around after the crumbs. By and by the
big fish began to watch for the little girl,
and it would rise to the surface to take
its dinner of bread from her hand. Many
hours were spent by lonely Teeney with
her strange companion of the deep.
One morning Teeney's father said he

would take his lines and fish in the pools
along the shore. Her heart filled with
dread for the fate of her friend. While
her father was preparing for his excursion
she ran to the pool and hurled stones into
it. The big fish rose to the surface and
looked at the little girl. Its eyes seemed
to wear an expression of grief. Teeney
shouted:.
"Go away from here, you big fish! My

father is coming to catch you on his
hook."
The fish sank from sight and Teeney.

went hack to hpr homp and watr^hpd In

trembling while her father cast the alluringbait into the water. After a time the
fisherman gave up and went on to another
pool, saying as he went that he did not
believe there were any fish in that part of
the river.
After that followed many rainy days

when Teeney could hardly stir from her
little home. The water rose to an alarming
height and the fisherman's family was in
danger of being washed away. The boat
was old and leaky from standing in the
warm sunshine. They felt that they would
have to move if the river rose much higher,for the water was creeping up toward
the bottom of the boat and the piles were
covered many inches from their foundations.
When Teeney crawled into her little bed

one night and looked out over the waste
of waters she thought of her friend, the
big fish, and she peered into the depths of
the river and wondered if he would be
safe with all the water washing and washingdown toward the sea that she had
heard so much about and which was somewherea long, long way off toward the
south.
She was awakened from a sound sleep

by hearing a thump, thump on her window,which overlooked the river. She was
frightened and began to cry. She looked
out and saw a great fish leaping into the
air from the surface of the flood and strikingthe window with its tail. She screamed
louder in alarm, and woke her parents.
They ran to her and her father cried out
as he looked from the window:.
"The flood! The flood is upon us!"
He took his little girl to his breast, and,

followed by his wife, leaped from the boat
into the water and waded ashore. As they
climbed the bank there was a crash, and
the boathouse rolled off its moorings and
floated away on the flood.
As Teeney clung to her father's neck,

looking out into the dreadful, angry water,she saw a big fish leaping and sportingon the foamy crest of the current.
Then she told her father the story of

the fish and its quiet home in the pool.

) be?

t
.

J live tatty styprouijf % confer
^ sjmi V/^ere T^&ate <J s<

TTjeu pur fo use,
> / Jg My TCUfcrs acTcss

Me tailor
A^IieTremrentfycalls Tr\e a

E, New York city. 1

j
1/ i


